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14 WIDOWS AND

fidence? The deeds and vent-roll of the
Woodcote estate were in our iron chest up-
wards of twenty years; and General Floyer’s
name you must have seen on our tin boxes as-
long as you can remember. I have no objec-
tion to Mr. Thomason of the Market Place,
but I own it has given me a poor opinion of
Mr. Stanhope Floyer's good sense and gra-
titude that he should send for those deeds,
and transfer them into other hands.”

Mr. Meadows had done. He turned from
his daughter calmly, and began to tie up some
papers with the orthodox red tape, and Ade-
line withdrew.














































































































































































































































































104 WIDOWS AND

CHAPTER VII.

“ To one who has been long in city heat,
*Tis very sweet to look into the fair
And open face of Heaven, to breathe a prayer
Full in the smile of the blue firmament."”
Keam.

Mgs. Brazier, who seemed to know every-
body everywhere, had given poor Adeline the
















































1:20 WIDOWS AND

Floyer, a remonstrance full of pathos to Mr.
Meadows, were schemes which drew Lady
Theodora from her melancholy reveries, and
made her happy for the evening.

She said nothing of her intention to Adeline,
but quickly turning the conversation, again
reverted to her son.

¢ They tell me he is handsome, still like
that,” pointing to the portrait of a dark-haired
boy, with a long sash and whip; ¢ and I hear
that he is distinguishing himself at Baliol, and
gaining golden opinions. Mr. Sidney has
chosen a profession for him,—the Bar; though
I confess the army would have been my
choice.”

Well was it for Lady Theodora’s son, that
wiser heads than hers regulated the destiny of -
the young man.

¢“—But it is his vacation now. I had a vision
of him yesterday. Fancy, Adeline, while walk-






























































































150 WIDOWS AND

ration when 1 know that I am still the first,
the only object of Ais attachment.”

‘¢ I would not be too sure of that,” thought
Miss Williams. ¢ Well, Adeline, dear, come
into my room, and tell me when you first met,
and where. Was he long before he fell in
love ?—and how did you find it out? Did
you correspond? Does Lady Theodora know
of it?” Thus interrogating her friend, Miss
Williams drew from her the simple, heartfelt
recital of that commonest of all tales,—a love-
tale; and we will spare our readers the repe-
tition.


























































































180 WIDOWS AND

had stooped to address, and had been refused by,
an attorney’s daughter ! who, Sir Tufton then
just remembered, was grand-niece to his uncle’s
steward. It is astonishing how affronts revive
one's memory as to pedigrees; especially if
there happens to be a blot in the escutcheon
of those who are not so civil to our great-
ness as we expect. All that we have to add
touching Sir Tufton is, that he was stated in
Northington to have a slight feverish attack
on the following day, when a trifling indisposi-
tion, to use his own phrase, prevented his
joining the hunt.
































































































212 WIDOWS AND

CHAPTER XI.

¢ Indifference, dreaded power! What art shall save
The good so cherish’d from thy grasping hand ?
How shall voung love escape the untimely grave
Thy treacherous arts prepare 1
Mgs. TicHz.

Dcring the first week of her visit, Adeline
- pronounced Mr. Fortescue to be an enigma.




























































232 WIDOWS AND

CHAPTER XIIL

“ Would we attain the happiest state

That is design'd us here,

No joy a rapture must create,
No grief beget despair.

No injury fierce anger raise,
No honour tempt to pride ;

No vain desires of empty praise,
Must in the soul abide.”

Old Song by the Countess oF WINCHILSEA,


























































































262 WIDOWS ANRD

CHAPTER XIIIL

“ How deep the sigh that rends the heart,
Which breaking still its hopes concesl !
How keen the pang when lovers part,
And dare not, must not love revesl !
O let these faltering accents tell,
That breathe a long, a last farewell ! "

Pocoox.

“ ] never shall forget your first meeting,”


























































































292 WIDOWS AND

Adeline took an early opportunity of telling
her father that she had seen Stanhope Floyer;
that he had renewed his addresses; and that
she had observed her promise, and bid him
think of her no more.

“You were right, .you were quite right,
my dear girl,” replied Mr. Meadows, * we
must not give way to inclination.”

Adeline retired ; she must not give way to
inclination, though her father might. On her
the sacrifice must fall. Had her father con-
sidered her happiness in his recent proceed-
ing? The question distressed her, and she
turned to her usual resource, a stroll in the
















































308 WIDOWS AND

turns up less than ten thousand a year, and
quite unencumbered as yet.”

Unconscious of this eulogium, Kustace
Floyer walked manfully into Mr. Meadows’
study, and stopped not until he stood before
the staid solicitor.

Mr. Meadows had a slight, a very alight
acquaintance with Mr. Floyer, but enter-
tained a vast respect for the man who could
purchase Woodcote over everybody’s head; a
vast respect for one who maintained a fine
stud, but kept no racers; an immense respect
for one who had not a single mortgage on
his estates; a most exalted opinion, indeed,












312 WIDOWS AND .

 Quite, but it is my wish and intentiom,
now I am of age, to enable my cousin to live
there once more, and I hope he will accept
of the place for his life-time. I must re-
side in Yorkshire.”

““ Very true, very good ;—and this cousin,
to whom you are such a benefactor, do you
know anything of his present pursuits— much
of his character ? ”’

“ Only that he has been imprudent, and
that he is a reformed man. Oh, Stanhope is
a very fine fellow, his good-nature alone has
‘led him astray,” answered Eustace, with an
absent air, for all the Stanhopes in the world


































































3834 WIDOWS . AND

“You are a fine young man~+a wery fine
young man!” he exclaimed, with .a sudden
burst of enthusiasm ; — ¢ theve is nothing now
to be done, sir, I think, but to get these deeds
engrossed. — The marriage settlements I will
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82 WIDOWS AND

CHAPTER 1V.

“ But in the human breast
A thousand «till small voices I awake,
Strong i their sweetness from the soul to shake
The mantle of its rest.

“ [ bring them from the past,
From true heart’s broken, gentle spirits torn,
From erush’d affections, which, though long o’erborne
Make their tone heard at last.”


































































104 WIDOWS AND

CHAPTER V.

“ It is the bright day that brings forth the adder,
And that craves wary walking.”
Jurius Cazsar.

It was now truly gratifying to Adeline to
sce the change in Stanhope Floyer and in Mr.
Lawson, which seasonable adversity, as she
believed, had brought about. No inexplicable




























































124 WIDOWS AND

own feelings to watch the countenance of her
son-in-law, as she addressed him : but Catherine
Amos, the old servant before-mentioned, noted
it well. No sign of surprise disturbed the
equanimity of Mr. Lawson’s deportment.

** And in what manner,” asked Mr. Lawson,
advancing towards the bed, ¢ has Sir Horace
been scized > His eyes turned for an instant
on the hideous face of the youth, as he spoke:
life was fast cbbing away; the hands were
already cold; the chest had nearly ceased to
heave; the eves, upraised, were turning as it
were 1uto their sockets—only a very small por-
ton of the dilated pupil was now visible.
:

“ Upon giving him this medicine,” said






126 WIDOWS AND

were all, no one knew how, removed from
the room. All observations were suspended
by the awfulness of the effect, by the fixed
and tearless countenance of the mother, by
the confusion and dismay of the household:
and conjecture was silenced until the apothe-
cary should arrive from Ardham, and instruct
the astounded bystanders what they were to
believe. But Mr. Lawson was willing to save
good Mr. Peters that trouble; for he dili-
gently spread it as his opinion among the
household, that Sir Horace died in consequence
of getting his feet wet while fishing in the brook.






128 WIDOWS AXND

tcars, determined to remember the sorrow, not
the unkindness, and resolved, whilst she lived
her mother should never have reason to sup-
pose that the child who loved her most was
gone.

The worldly, cspecially when that worldli-
ness is connected with hereditary property,
have many sore and bitter feelings to be added
to their sum of natural sorrow. Lady Went-
worth had for years been accustomed to the
sole management of the Coughton estate ; she
expected on her son’s accession to have had
the sole management of it still. Power was
grateful to her overbearing disposition and
arbitrary will; but by the will of her late
























136 WICOWS AND

he took the empty seat,—the seat once occu-
pied by Sir Horace.

It was remarked by another person, deeply,
to herself incxplicably, interested in his pro-
ceedings, that he too prayed, yes, he prayed.

A solemun silence succeeded the dispersing
of that crowd of servants; and without ex-
changing many words, the guests of the house
retired to their chambers.  Adeline could not
sleep s thoughts, imperative, that would not
be quict, came rushing into her troubled
mind.

Just as she was, at last, sinking to sleep,
she was aroused by a heavy load, as it seemed,
stopping or being dropped at the door. Ade-


























































































166 WIDOWS AND

The body, which had lain in that silent
enclosure but three days, was disinterred ; the
dead man was snatched from his melancholy
retreat ; the sacred grave where his sires slept
was invaded.

In solemn silence, men appointed raised the
coffin on their shoulders, and bore it, amid
the murmurs and curses of an increasing
crowd, to the Wentworth Arms. Here the
coroner and a jury were empaneled, awaiting
the horrible inspection of a decaying frame,
in the vain hope of eliciting the cause of what
was now universally declared to have been —
murder!

The coroner had been solicited, by an ano-
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